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WOOLLY GRUB 
N. W. KEIGHTLEY 


A little woolly grub crept on the garden wall, 
Where merry sunbeams daily play, and on the garden fall. 
A busy bumble bee, a-buzzing nearby said: 


“Oh Woolly Grub! You are so slow, wake up, you sleepy 
head.” 


Bold robin redbreast too, threw out his little chest, 

And pitied Woolly Grub, because he had no bright red vest. 

And Bigtail Squirrel stopped his frollicking to say: 

“Poor Grubby, he’s so homely that he scares the nuts 
away.” 


But Woolly Grub crept on, not answering at all, 

Just basking in the sunshine bright, upon the garden wall. 

Next morn the Bumble Bee and Rob, fresh from his tub, 

And Bigtail, too, met at the wall, but where was Woolly 
Grub? 


Oh loud the wails that rose, from each of them at once. 

“*Dear me,” they cried, “‘perhaps he’s lost, he’s such a little 
dunce.” 

When suddenly there came, softly floating through the air 

A butterfly of gorgeous hues, so large; so wondrous fair! 


(Continued on page 2.) 
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RACHEL AT UNITY 


Good morning, Wees and Boosters! 

Oh, what a pretty morning this, with the sunshine 
smiling, the flowers blooming, and the birdies singing! I’m 
sure Sir Smile-Ups is hiding in the giggle corner of every 
Wee and Booster. It makes me think of fairyland, and 
how I should love to gather you all together for a romp in 
the Unity Garden. Wouldn’t we have a jolly time? We 
would find Roberta, Aunt Myrtle, Hester and Esther— 
oh, yes! and Mr. Royal, too. He might be a little large 
for a fairy, but he would make a dandy ‘Humpty 
Dumpty.” 

Isn’t playing fairy the best fun ever? I think it is. 
The little Wees and Boosters here have me tell them fairy 
oe and then we run to the sunshine garden and play 

em. 

One day the story was about a newsboy who had no 
pretty home and clean fresh clothes, "cause his mamma and 
daddy were poor and could give him no money. But once 
when he was crying, the good fairies found him, and told 
him of God and love and joy and health, and promised that 
night to come and show him where he might find them. 

So sure enough, when night-time came and all were 
asleep, straight flew the fairies to the boy’s home. And 
how do you suppose they got into the house? Why, right 
through the key-hole, of course. And oh, I could never tell 
all the good things those fairies did for that wee boy, and 
his mamma and daddy and baby sister. They just filled 
them so full of love and plenty that next morning when they 
awoke, they weren't living any longer in a brown, dirty 
house—no, sir; but a fine clean house, with lots of sunshine, 
and plenty to eat and wear. And my, but that little boy 
was happy! 
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WOOLLY GRUB 
(Continued from 2d page of cover.) 


It lingered on the wall; oh! how they all did stare, 
But could not tell from whence came he; to ask they did 
not dare. 
"Twas then a sweet voice came, from over by the wall, 
“Why — ee need not look so ’fraid; it’s Woolly Grub, 
at’s a 


“Oh! Grubby,” Bigtail cried, “‘can this be 
really you?” 

And Robin tried to hide his chest behind a 
twig or two. 

“*Pray tell us,” Bumble said, “‘what did you 
do to get 

This body fair, this loveliness ; we can’t be- 


lieve it yet? 
we Pausing a moment then, his brilliant wings 
outspread, 
Eager through balmy groves to soar, the 
lovely creature said, 
*“*A little at a time, not looking back at all, 
I plodded always in the sun, beside the garden wall.” 


“It’s not the task we do (sometimes it makes us vex’d), 

What counts, is how we do that task, how worthy for the 
next; 

Remembering that we must, in things both great and small, 

Live always in a sunshine pure, beside some garden wall.” 

Away the butterfly flew toward the morning sun, 

And Rob and Bigtail and Bumble said, ““Woolly Grub has 


won. 


) 
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DELIA’S CLUB 
Part VI 
E. Petrincer 


“INOTHER week and school would begin and 
vacation be over! What could the Four-Leaf 
} Clover Club do as a grand celebration before 

: beginning the winter’s work? They wanted a 

[TY Wail party, oh, a great, big, beautiful party, and ev- 

], eryone wear elegant party clothes and have ice 

cream in bricks, and lady-fingers! Delia wanted 

. to go on a hike; walk seven miles to the Butte 

and back again. The others didn’t care much what they did, 
just so they did something! 

“‘Wait until Gertrude comes and see what she thinks 
about it; if she’d rather hike to the Butte than have a party, 
I’m willing,” consented May, who was learning quickly the 
important lesson of doing the will of the majority, and 
thereby keeping harmony. 

At two o'clock Gertrude arrived, and they all knew 
by the dancing light in her eyes that she had something on 
foot for the pleasure of the club. 

“Oh, I have the best news to tell you girls!”” she ex- 
claimed, throwing her big pink hat down on the lawn while 
the club members gathered about her, thick as bees around 
a honey-suckle vine. “But I wont tell you a single word 
of it until you call order and ask for ‘new business,’ so hurry 
up Delia and start the meeting if you want to hear about it.” 

No time was lost and “new business” was called for 
in less time than it takes to tell. 

“Well,” began Gertrude, while the club members all 
leaned forward expectantly. “Mr. Haines has invited our 
club to spend the day and evening on his farm next week, 
and it’s to be a hay-wagon party. He's coming after us at 
nine o'clock in the morning with his hay wagon half full of 
hay, and it will be the most fun jolting out over the country 
roads. He says his grapes will be just ripe for the pickers 
he has engaged and we can see them pick, and we can eat 
all we want. Then Mrs. Haines has invited us to a real 
old-fashioned country dinner and supper. We can swim in 
the creek and they have a boat and a canoe. Mr. Haines 
says we can see them milk the cows and help too, if we want 
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to. When the moon comes up we'll sing songs on the farm- 
house porch, and then jolt home in the moonlight, a tired, 
happy bunch of Four-Leaf Clovers.” 

Nothing could have been lovelier to contemplate, and 
no plan could have been carried out more successfully, for 
the next week when the hay wagon party was a thing of the 
past, every little Four-Leaf Clover curled up in bed, too 
tired and happy to even dream. 

(To be continued.) 


THE SECRET GARDEN 


““How did you like the story, my dear?’’ asked Mr. 
Love when he had finished the story of ““The Secret 
Garden.” 

' “Oh! it was beautiful,” said little Helen. “I wish 
I had a secret garden.” 

““You have a little garden where you grow flowers 
like Mary did, but it is not a secret garden.” 

“*My little girl, did you not know you had a little 
garden more secret than Mary’s garden? Every person 
and child has one, but some of them do not realize it. 
Would you like to hear about it?”’ Mrs. Love, Helen’s 
mother, was speaking. 

“Oh! yes, mother!’’ cried Helen in delight. it 
got flowers in it?” 

“Well, not exactly; but they are a kind of flower. 
This garden is your heart, and your thoughts are the flowers 
in your garden. Do you like to see weeds in your garden, 
dear?” 

mother.” 

“You see your loving, kind thoughts are flowers. 
Your untrue thoughts are the weeds. As you do not want 
weeds in your garden, then you must guard your thoughts 
so as not to have weeds in your garden. Are you going to 
try, Helen>”’ 

“Oh! yes, yes, mother.” 

““Of course she is and so am I,”’ said Mr. Love, smil- 
ing. “I am going to replant my garden, so as to have 
nothing but good, loving thoughts in it—my heart.” 


Salvation from sin is in purity and harmony of thought. 


WEE WISDOM 


"a naeeiaad radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reporits—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


AYS are queer things, aren’t they? One after 
another comes, but the one that has gone never 
returns, and it is only our faith that makes us 
sure that the next one will come. We get ready 
for winter long before winter shows any signs 
of coming. We talk of gathering nuts weeks 
before the nuts are ripe, often months before 
the nuts have even shown any signs of appear- 

ing. Did you ever think of this, dears? It is our faith in 
God that teaches us to expect his bounties, and this same 
faith should make us expect only his blessings always. 

And so September has rolled around just as it did last 
year—just as it has the years before. With it comes school as 
school has always come. With it comes the loving comrade- 
ships of the boys and girls with whom we play in the school- 
yard. And with it comes the opportunity to do kind deeds 
and show our true selves. Next year at this time we shall 
be outwardly what we are thinking and doing this year. 
Would you like to look like the sweet-faced people whom 
you love so well, or would you rather take on the snappy, 
ugly mask which the people you avoid wear? The mask is 
of your own making. You will wear next year the mask 
that you make this year. Every day adds its touch to the 
shaping of the face, and every kind deed and every happy 
thought brings beauty and joy to the expression. Every 
kindness undone leaves a little feeling of regret in your heart 
and an ache in the heart of another: 

And so, dears, our tomorrows are built of our todays, 
and though today is gone forever, each dawning day offers 
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new opportunities for kind and loving thoughts and deeds. 
My fourth reader, when I went to school, had a poem 


like this: - 
“Count that day lost 
ose low descending sun 
Marks from thy hand 
No worthy action done.” 


Let’s all memorize this and tell next month how many 
good deeds we have been able to do. Will you tell us about 
it? Every booster is waiting to hear from you. ROYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I have just been out dancing around in the 
rain, with some overalls on for a bathing suit, and it was lots of fun. 
You see, this is the second good rain we've had for twenty-four days— 
almost a month—and | wanted to celebrate it some way, because | 
couldn't celebrate the first one yesterday, because it was Sunday and 
I didn’t want 'to dance around like a crazy boy on that day. There 
were awful forest fires around here, and these two rains have put them 
out, and we are hoping the yellow withered crops will get green again 
so the farmers won't feel so poor and bad about everything. We 
didn’t have city water, and it kept us busy carrying water to keep 
things alive in the yard all these long, hot dry weeks, and now we 
will have a rest from that for a while. Our vacation isn’t quite over 
yet so we haven't any new lessons to tell you about, but the old ones 
help make everything out doors mighty interesting, and keeps our eyes 
open, too. When I told that boy I wrote you Unity people about 
him, and how the words of Truth had healed him, he didn’t laugh or 
make fun a bit, as I was afraid he would, but told me one of his 
aunts had eaten at your Vegetarian Inn in Kansas City, and he wanted 
to see one of the WEE Wispom magazines, and mother sent him one. 
Mother and I had a very strong and wonderful experience when she 
seemed to die, but I can’t tell you all about it here, but I can tell 
you that I was awfully frightened, though I kept right on saying the 
words of Truth I had been saying for her after I heard her fall. She 
says that she heard and saw and knows since she came back. That's 
all right too, but I don’t ever want her to go out that way again, for 
it was something terrible, coming back again to take care of us chil- 
dren. Yours ever, I. H. S. Crus, Ernesi. 


Keep up the pace; Ernest, and you will understand as 
did Jesus when he said, “He that believeth on me sliall 


never see death.” 
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Selma, N. C. 
Dear Wee Wispom—Thank you so much for publishing the 
puzzles I sent you. I like you so much and would love to be a 
Booster. The story by Vesta Sutton is fine. I like it. I have a little 
kitten named Scottie, and he can do tricks. Maybe I will have some 
more puzzles next time | write. Love to all the big and little Wees. 
Sarah E. Weld, age 12. 


How many have made out Sarah’s puzzles? The 
picture of the eye and the tumbler is eve-glass. The pod 
with the pea falling out and the group of ants is P-ants, pants. 


Carbondale, Pa. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I want to join the Booster Club. I have been 
taking Wee Wispom since Christmas. I have a sewing club called 
“Wee Wisdom.” Betty Law. 


Spokane, Wash. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have been taking Wee Wispom for two 
or three months, and I have become very much interested in the Booster 
Club and want to start a home circle. This morning in Sunday School 
I told my class of girls about it and they all thought it would be 
lovely to have a club in our class. They voted for me as secretary 
and | will send the money for subscriptions next Sunday, (and for 
pins). My name is Joyce Grier, and I am 11 years old. I wrote the 
poem, “What God is to Me,” in your book. When you send the 
pins and Wee Wispoms, send them to my home address. Yours 
truly, * Joyce Grier. 
Oak Park, Ill. 
Dear Mr. Royal—My papa made me a present of WEE Wispom 
and I just love it. I want to join your Booster Club, and send 
fifteen cents for a pin. I am twelve years young, and am sending you 
the names of some of my school friends. Please send them each a 
sample copy of WEE Wispom. I am sure the mothers would like a 
sample copy of Weekly Unity. Your friend in Truth, 
Annette Heidelbach. 


Dora Orcutt of Sioux City, Iowa, writes for admission 
to the Booster Club, and for a pin also. She is a little late 
for the party, but she sends a good bitthday wish for WEE 
7 and we are very glad she has arrived, even though 
a little late. 


- Helen Faust writes a good letter from Needham 
Heights, Mass., and tells us how much she likes “Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way,” and to ask the price of a Booster pin. The 
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pins are fifteen cents each, Helen, or one pin is given with 
two subscriptions to WEE WIspoM. 


Who was it asked for a letter from the Jolly Writers 
Club, of Spirit Lake, Idaho? Here it is, from Margaret 
Jackins. She says she lives in the country and enjoys so 
much the summer sunshine and showers, and that she has 
great fun riding home on a load of hay. 

We have such a nice letter from Beatrice Spring, of 
Los Angeles, California, who says she is using the Bible 
Lessons in WEE WiIspDoM in teaching the primary class, 
which she has charge of temporarily. 


Ruth Hooten, who is ten years old and lives in 
Sterling, Kansas, tells us that her eyes are well, and my! 
aren’t we glad! 


- Natalie Prout, of Brooklyn, New York, wishes all the 
Boosters many happy birthdays, and I’m sure we all wish 
her the same in return. 


Here’s a letter from Ruth Maynard of Escondido, 
California, inclosing fifteen cents for a pin. She says she 
enjoys the Booster letters, and especially the ones about Sir 
Tammie. She says she has a big pet cat called Joe, and 
she is very fond of him. 


Elsa G. Crick writes such a good letter from Niagara 
Falls, N. Y., and tells us how she found a baby robin and 
dug worms to feed it, until its mother came with a fresh 
supply, and after that, try as she would, Elsa says she 
couldn’t feed the robin any more. 

Here is a letter from New Westminster, saying that 
Phyllis Boyce and her sister, Doris, wish to join the Boost- 
ers. Let us all join in giving them a royal welcome. 

And here’s something for every Booster to do. Jennie 
Dunlap, whose address is Calabar, Montana, wants a post- 
card shower on her birthday, which is October 7th, and says 
she will answer every card. 

Rosemary Cattery. 
Dear Wisdom Friends—Did you ever see a King Charles 
Spaniel? It’s a dog, not a cat, and the prettiest little dog you ever 
saw. ‘There's a famous picture with two King Charles Spaniels in 
it; you must get your parents to show it to you, and you will know 
just how pretty that little dog that lives in Montrose is. His master 
and mistress brought him with them in the automobile when they came 
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to see my mother, Topaz, and my new brothers and _ sisters. 

The master just laughed and put little mister dog with his big 
yellow ribbon on, right in the basket with all the five little kittens. 
And would you believe it? that little spaniel never said one word, but 
kept perfectly still, and Topaz’s kittens just kissed him and snuggled 
up to his silky coat, and everyone said, “I'm glad to meet you.” 
Then everybody laughed, and Grandma Rosemary and Mamma 
Topaz were in the room, but were not rude. They proved themselves 
Boosters that time. 

We have had some changes; some of our family have found new 
homes. Butterfly lives with a Unity lady out at the Beach some- 
where. We have two boarders, they are a white Persian called 
“Billy’* and a plain black cat without a pedigree, named “Nigger.” 
Nigger has always been treated like a Persian, so he wears a fine 
leather collar. Their masters are at Beaches for the summer. Orange 
Betty ran away from her new home and is hiding under Bob and 
Billy’s home now. She must have forgotten our Booster Club or she 
wouldn’t act like that. We like Billy Bumpus’ poetry and that lovely 
letter from Japan. The pictures were very interesting. Yours as ever, 

Sir Tammie II of Orange. 

(Per his Secretary, Mary B. de Witt.) 

Lashburn, Canada. 

Dear Mr. Royal—Wee Wispom has been visiting me for a 
number of years, but this is my very first letter to the club. I want 
to let all the Wees know what a wonderful help both the magazine and 
club have been. Through it I have made fast friends and have seen 
the “Little Know’ working in them, and it is helping to bring forth 
the Christ child in me. At one time I lived in Winnipeg and there | 
made some very dear Booster friends; you may have seen their 
pictures in the August WEE Wispom; well, I have been expecting to 
see more letters from the Winnipeg Boosters, but as I have not, | am 
going to tell you something wonderful about their president: One day 
she had some terrible pains, and I will give you in her own words 
what took place. “I asked God to make them go away. I believed 
that they had, and sure enough they did. About two days before this 
I was peeling some potatoes and I cut my finger. When I went to 
bed I asked God to make it go away and it did. The skin all closed 
up again, just as if I had not cut my finger.” On another day she 
had been asked to take her little sister to have her eyes attended to, 
but the doctor said they were better.. Thank God! But going home 
she got on a car going the wrong way and when the conductor called 
out, “All change, going to the barn,” she got out but didn’t know 
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where she was. Now, here were two little girls in the middle of the 
big city of Winnipeg and about two miles from home and did not 
know which way to go to get there. But was she afraid? Oh! no, 
fear cannot be. where God is. This is what she says: “I did not 
know where I was. I did not know which way to turn, so | asked 
God to show me, and something seemed to tell me to go straight down 
the street and so I did, and at last | saw our car. We got in and 
it took us home. The ‘something’ that told me to go straight down the 
street was God.” 
A Don’t you think there are wonderful proofs of God's help in 

every need. I am sure most Wees must ask God to help them and | 
hope to read in their letters to the club how they were helped by the 
God which lives in their hearts. I should very much like to see some 
letters from the Winnipeg Boosters, and if any members cares to write 
me | will be only too pleased to answer their letters. Yours for 
boosting the “Little Know,” V. W. Potter. 

V. W.’s letter is first class and it makes you want to 
do things. Surely it will stimulate the Winnipeg Boosters 
into an early report. 
Lewis, Kansas. 

Dear Boosters—We are three little boys, Virgil, James and Merle 
Hambledon, three, five and seven years old. We are all Boosters, 
but only James and I have our names on the club book. We both had 
pins but they got lost when we moved. Mamma will buy us some 
more some day soon, and she will get Virgil one, too. 

Now I will tell you what good we have done this summer. We 
watch when the wind blows hard and pick up the nests that blow 
~ down. We have saved seventeen little birds this summer, and we have 
kept five chickens and one old hen from drowning when they got in the 
tank and slop pail. One night a big wind came up and broke one 
of our little trees, (a sprout from an old stump), so mamma told us 
how we might bind it up with strips of cloth and mud, and it grew 
until the strips were cutting the bark, then we took them off and the 
tree has grown together again, perfectly straight. 

We have a dear little sister of six months that we know will want 
to be a Booster some day. We help mamma with her chickens and 
we have a pig to care for. We have neighbors on all sides, but none 
are Boosters, so we have to tell them not to break birds’ eggs and kill 
little sparrows and polly-wogs. They don’t think it's cruel, but 
mamma reads us every word of WEE Wispom and we know it is. 
When we get a headache mamma holds a thought for us and we say, — 
“God is my health,” and it soon goes away. Our auntie came to see 
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us, but she wasn’t like Jim's auntie, for she loved noise, and helped us 
shoot firecrackers and sizzlers on the fourth of July. Gee! we had 
lots of fun. Yours truly, | Merle, James and Virgil Hambledon. 


Mary Belle Johnston and Billy Bumpus send news 
Sniin W. Virginia of the floods in their country, but the dear 
Father has protected them and kept them safe, as he does 
all true Boosters, and of course they are very thankful to 
- have escaped disaster. 


And here’s a letter from Fredria Johnson, of Millboro, 
S. Dakota, inclosing the money for three pins and asking that 
we enroll her and her two brothers, Kendall and Frank, in 
the Booster Club. Let us all join in giving them a hearty 
welcome. 

Svea Frederickson tells us about her home in Winton, 
Washington. She says she lives on a farm and has a pet 
sheep that follows her wherever she goes. She says there 
is a river running right by her house, and many beautiful 
flowers in the hills in summer time. Perhaps, sometime she 
will send us a picture of her country home. 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—Last month Royal told us of the romp he 
and Adrian had with the old ocean, and about the toy balloon that 
got away from them, and asked if some of us Boosters wouldn't like 
to write a little make-believe account of the trip of this balloon, and 
imagine what happened to it. Well I've made up a little story which 

I will send. Frances Young. 

Seattle, Wash. 
Dear WEE Wispom—I want to join the Booster Club. I take 
Wee Wispom and I enjoy reading the letters as much as the nice 
stories. Mother and I are both Unity folks (mother says I should 
say Practical Christians), and we haven't eaten meat for a long time. 
Mother stopped first, but she didn’t make me stop; she taught me the 
Truth, and wanted me to see the right and choose it for myself. One 
evening we went to the market place and I saw some of the cutest 
little bunnies cooped up in a box. I fed them some carrot tops and 
they were so cunning and sweet, I just loved them. I asked mother 
what they had them at the meat store for, and she said that they 
killed them for folks to eat; 1 haven't wanted any meat since. We 
read lessons every morning in “Christian Healing,” and I am always 
happy. Mother says I am her sunbeam. I have earned quite a lot 
of money this summer. I act and dance. Some day I will send you 
my picture in some of my costumes. We are to go to California this 
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fall, and mother and I are going to do good with the money we earn. 
It makes me so happy to make others happy. Here is fifteen cents for 
my Booster pin. Helen Sturgeon. 
Isn’t this just the nicest letter from Helen! Can you 
imagine a love more tender than that which would save our 
little friends in fur and feathers, from the slaughterhouse ? 


Betty Brown, of Camp Kuwiyan, New Hampshire, 
sends for two pins and wants to know what is required of 
the members of the Booster Club. You will find the rules 
of the club at the beginning of the Booster Department of 
WEE Wispom, Betty, and the only thing required of the 
members is that they “see, hear and speak no evil,” and 
- in radiating sunshine, “‘even to the darkest corners of 

e earth.” 


_ Louise Watson must have a flourishing club in Raleigh, 
N. Carolina, for she has sent in for eight Booster pins. 
My! aren’t we glad to see these Boosters grow!” 
Spokane, Wash. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Our club is getting along fine, and I inclose an 
order for seven Booster pins. We have decided to call our club 
“The Bluebird Club,” which stands for happiness. The girls will write 
to you themselves to get subscriptions. Yours truly, Joyce Grier. 


Hurrah for the Bluebird Club! With such a start as 
this what a club they will soon have. Let’s all join in send- 
ing them a good word of success. 

New York, N. Y. 
Dear Secretary—I have just came home from a five weeks’ va- 
cation in Alabama. Where | was staying there were two dogs, and 
nobody would play with these dogs because they had fleas. I petted 
them but didn’t get any fleas on myself because I said, “These dogs 
have got only good fleas.” The dogs and I became fast friends; they 
liked me. Best wishes and love to the other Wisdoms, from your true 

Booster, James Farrelly. 

Good for you, James! Of course the fleas wouldn’t 
trouble you when you called them good. Love is the law 
of protection. 


Dorothy Dayton is the next new member, and she is 
from Los Angeles, California. She also wants a Booster 
Pin, and we are sure she will live up to all the rules of the 
club. Write us again, Dorothy; we are glad to hear from 
you. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 10 
THE ARREST OF PAUL.—Acts 21 :27-40. 


GotpeN Text—Thou shalt be a witness for him unto all men 
of what thou hast seen and heard.—Acts 22:15. 


It is good for us to read of the hardships of the early Christians. 
It makes our own little shadows seem so small. Few of us are earnest 
enough or steady enough; we do not live by the Truth we know. 
We do not depend entirely upon the Spirit within to help us, but 
when things go smoothly we can be prim enough. We can then say, 
“God is my help in every need,” without making a single mistake, 
but when things get dark we forget all about God being our help. 
We begin to be afraid and look for help outside. “God is my help,” 
is a very beautiful little prayer to say, but it is much more beautiful to 
live. If, when we seem to lack health, we would remember to say, 
“God is my health, I can't be sick,” over and over until we know it is 
true, and the shadow is all gone away, then we would be living our 
prayer. 

Paul depended on the truth and trusted the Christ within, even 
when his life seemed in danger. He was not afraid because he 
knew that the Christ within him was more powerful than anything 
in the world. 

One reason it seems hard for us to declare the Truth when 
things are out of joint, is because we are not in the habit of declaring 
it. If we are not in the habit of playing the piano it will be difficult 
to play in a concert, will it not? We know that the people who play 
so beautifully and with so much ease, are in the habit of practicing 
many hours each day. The more we do a thing, the better we can 
do it. If we train our minds so that only good thoughts enter, our 
lives will be filled with love and joy. The way to train our minds is 
to sit with closed eyes every day and think true thoughts. Only the 
good is true, so all our thoughts will then be good ones. 

At first our minds may be inclined to wander, and instead of the 
good thought we were holding we may ‘find ourselves ‘thinking of the 
game of ball we are going to play tomorrow. We must bring our 
minds right back to the thoughts when we find them straying. If we 
practice this every day we will soon be able to hold our minds steadily 
upon the Truth. Then, when the way seems rough and things get 


| } 
| | ee | 


14 WEE WISDOM 


topsy-turvy, we will be able to shut our eyes and straighten it all out, 
by simply knowing the Truth. We will be able to do it easily and 
surely, because we have been in the habit of doing it. Paul was calm 
even in the face of the mob, because his mind had been trained to 
hold to the Truth and he did not let it slip away into doubt and fear. 
Let us train our minds tobe steady and poised in Truth under all 
circumstances. : 

Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 17 

A PRISONER IN THE CASTLE.—Acts 22:17-29. 

Gotpen Text—He is my refuge and my fortress’ my God, in - 
whom I trust—Psalm 91:2. 

In this lesson Paul tells how the Voice within led him. It was 
not the way he would have chosen, but it was the Christ way and he 
followed it. All through the Bible we read of men to whom God 
spoke, directing them. Perhaps we may think that God does not speak 
to men in these days. God, the Good, or the Christ Spirit within us, 
(they are the same thing) speaks to every one of us, at all times if 
we will but listen. The reason more of us do not hear the voice of 
God is because we are too busy listening to the voice of the world, 
or too busy making a noise ourselves. The great secret of getting a 
message is to listen. We can’t hear anything unless we are still. The 
first thing to do if we wish to be guided by the Christ within, is to 
learn to keep still. Not only outwardly, but’ within as well. We 
should put all the noisy, turbulent thoughts out of our minds and 
say, “I am listening to the Voice of the Christ within, and I will 
obey it.” The last part of this sentence is very important, for there 
is no profit in listening unless we obey what we hear. We must be 
willing to follow the guidance of the Spirit and then all good will 
come to us, but if we fail to follow the true way because of what 
people may say, we cannot expect good results. Let us say, “Not my 
will, but thine be done.” Let us listen to the Voice of the Christ 
within as Paul did, and all good will come to us. 


Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 24 


REVIEW 

Gotpen Text—We look not at the things which are seen, but 
at the things which are not seen; for the things which are seen are 
temporal, but the things which are not seen are eternal.—II Cor. 4:18. 

The lessons of the last quarter have been about Paul and his work. 
Let us look them over and pick out the best thought in each. The 
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following are just suggestions; if you can find clearer thoughts or 
more helpful ones in any of the lessons, use them instead of these: 

Lesson 1—"“I will constantly hold to the Truth at all times.” 

Lesson 2—"Nothing can veiane my faith in the power of the 
Christ within.” 

Lesson 3—“I am the temple of the living God.” 

Lesson 4—‘*There is nothing to fear, for God is here.” 

Lesson 5—“Through the power of the Christ within I can do 
all things.” 

Lesson 6—‘Love never faileth.” 

Lesson 7—“God’s true prosperity flows freely through me.” 

Lesson 8—“I know that prosperity means not money only, but 
every good thing.” 

Lesson 9—“I know that Gadi is everywhere present.” 

Lesson 10—“I will turn the light of Truth on all the seeming 
shadows in my life.” 

Lesson 11—“I believe that God i is my help in every need.” 

Lesson 12—“I listen to the Voice of the Christ within and | 
obey it.” 
Lesson |, OcTOBER i 


A PLOT THAT FAILED—Acts 23:14-24. 

Gotpen Text—They shall fight against thee, but they shall not 
prevail against thee: for I am with thee, sayeth Jehovah, to deliver 
thee.—Jer. 1:19. 

It would seem that Paul could not possibly escape from so many 
enemies, but there was a power within him greater than any outer 
force. They might fight against him, as the Golden Text says, but 
they cannot prevail against him. If we know the Christ within and 
are following His guidance, there is nothing of which we need be 
afraid. Always we will be taken care of and always the Good will 
come to us. Just think how wonderful it is to know that within each 
of us is a power greater than a whole army. Greater than any shadow, 
no matter how dark! Paul believed in the power and always, in its 
own way, it led him out into the light. We must not expect the Spirit 
to go our way. We must be willing to go the Way of the Spirit, and 
we will be led into all Joy and Life. 


God is love, and love is here; 

You are folded in it, dear; 

Free from harm, and free from care 
Find God’s blessings everywhere! 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


School time again! Has it been 
a good vacation? Of course it has, for 
it is a good old world no matter where 
you are—the only unpleasant places 
are in some folks’ minds. 

I know a man who used to tell 
me that he lived in the very worst 
neighborhood in town. “‘I’d move to- 
morrow if I could sell my house,”’ he 
said. “ ““There are at least two chil- 

dren in every house on the street and they make an awful 
racket. Then it is up so high; there is always a wind on 
that hill and you never can keep your hat on. It blows the 
paper off the porch every morning, and then somebody steals 
it. They are all mean out that way.” 

I thought what a dreadful place it must be to be sure, ~ 
and was very glad indeed that I did not live there. 

The other day I met a friend who had just bought a 
home. He stopped to tell me all about how fine it was. 

lovely location,” said my friend, “‘so high, and 
such a view. You can see for miles from my front porch 
and there is always a fresh, cool breeze. Then it is such a 
jolly, cheery place. Children in ’most every yard. A man 
couldn’t fee] lonesome or blue very long when he hears their 
merry voices. Everybody is so friendly. It is the nicest 
bunch of neighbors I have met.” 

“What an excellent place,” said I; “where is this Eden 
of yours?’’ And would you believe it—those two men lived 
in the same block! It is true the world over—we get back 
just what we send out. We see in the outer world just the 
kind of things we have in our own minds. If our minds are 


full of shadows, we do not see the light, no matter how bright 
it is. If our minds are filled with love and joy, then our world 
will be bright and everybody will be good and true. It is not 
the outside, but the inside which is of importance. Which 
would you rather be, the man who lived in the bad neigh- 
borhood or the man who lived in the good one? You may 
choose for yourself. 
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LITTLE BY LITTLE 


“Little by little,” an acorn said, 
As it slowly sank in its mossy bed, 
“T am improving every day, 
Hidden deep in the earth away.” 


Little by little it sipped the dew, 
Little by little each day it grew; 
Downward it sent out a thread like root, 
Up in the air sprang a tiny shoot. 


Day after day, and year after year, 

Little by little the leaves appear; 

And the slender branches spread far and wide, 
Till the mighty oak is a forest pride. 


—‘‘Songs of Tree-top and Meadow.” 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, City, Mo. 
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